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Anorexia Nervosa 


Ugh. It was morning again. 


| was awake, and still alive. | absolutely hated this life; | wished that | could just be gone. | could do nothing 
right, no matter how hard | tried. | was just a fat, disgusting, useless waste of space. 


| pulled myself out of bed, facing myself in the mirror. So ugly.. So much fat.. lt was all over me, and it never 


seemed to leave, even though every time | stepped on the scale at the drugstore, the number was lower. 


| got dressed, doing my best not to reopen the cuts | made the night before. | quickly darted down the stairs, 
beginning the run to the drugstore. 


| knew | needed to keep losing weight.. | needed to be below 100 pounds.. | needed to be thin and beautiful.. No 


one wanted a fat corpse.. 


By making my daily run to the drugstore, | could usually avoid the others who were eating breakfast.. They 
wouldn't leave me alone if | didn't eat that disgusting food with far too many calories.. They wanted me to be 


fat, which made no sense. 


The others didn't pay much attention to me except for at mealtimes.. They tried to force me to eat. The only 
other time they really paid attention was when | cut myself too deep, probably because they didn't want to be 
held responsible for my death. 


| was out of breath, | was tired, and yet | was not even close to town, where the drugstore was. The runs 
there and back exhausted me more and more recently, and | now had to stop to catch my breath several 
times along the journey. | knew | had to keep going, but my body wouldn't let me.. Was this what being thin was 
like? Is this what every normal person felt? 


After quite some time, | finally arrived at the drugstore, huffing and puffing. | slowly limped all the way to the 
back.. My feet hurt, my knees hurt, my back hurt.. 


| looked to make sure no one was watching.. | always felt embarrassed about weighing myself at the drugstore, 


but it was the only way | could do that at all. 


| slipped my shoes off, climbed on and looked down at my weight. 19.1. What a relief.. | had lost 26 pounds since 
last time, but | had to keep going. 


| wanted to go visit Manheim, now that | was in town, but | knew he wouldn't take me back.. He wanted to get a 
"real job." We had been together secretly when he was still in Mayhem.. We had even fucked. | had lost my 
virginity To him.. | had trusted him, cared about him, loved him, wanted him.. | was willing to do anything for 
him. 


| remember that day he broke up with me, telling me that he was leaving Mayhem, that being in a relationship 
with me embarrassed him, that | wasn't "his type," that he was actually straight and fantasized that | was a 
girl when we fucked, that | was unattractive and fucked up in the head, that | couldn't fulfill his needs.. 


| remember calling out for him to come back and forgive me as | burst into tears.. | was bad and couldn't do 


anything right.. | was ugly, fat, gross, hideous, a monster... 


| felt tears come to my eyes; | didn't want to cry in the middle of the drugstore. It still hurt so badly.. | tried 
to blink back my tears, but failed. | ran out of the drugstore, nearly stumbling over my own feet several 


times. | ran out of town, tripping and falling on the cold hard pavement several times. 


| deserved to fall over.. | was ugly and no one wanted me. | had to punish myself for being so gross... | felt the 


eyes of so many people on me, mocking and pitying me for being so hideous and clumsy.. 


| finally reached the woods, falling over next to a tree while panting furiously. Every part of me hurt.. | 
couldn't hold back the tears anymore. | lay there on the ground, sobbing like the pathetic, fat, disgusting faggot 
that | was. If Manheim had seen me.. If any of them had seen me.. 


| remained there on the ground, completely still except for the sobs that racked my body.. | had to be thin, 
but | couldn't continue on this way.. The others were slim.. Is this how they felt regularly? | wished for death.. 


| woke up again in a hospital bed, connected to an IV and with a tube forced down my throat to my stomach, 


making me fat again.. 

| stared around, noticing Jørn, Jan, and Øystein seated in one corner of the room, waiting for me to wake up 
again. | looked at them briefly, noticing that Manheim was not with them.. | wanted Manheim and his tender, 
loving embrace.. | wanted those sweet, soothing words of his.. 

| felt tears coming to my eyes. "Why.. Why would you do this?!?" | sputtered, the tears falling down my cheeks. 


"Pelle. You passed out in the woods. We needed to take you here," Øystein replied. 


"You're a danger to yourself, Pelle.. Once you gain some weight, you're spending some time in.. Well, a mental 


institution," Jarn explained. 


"How.. How could you do this to me?" | cried out. Not even my own bandmates trusted me or wanted me 


around, and this just confirmed it. 


"We don't want you fucking dead, you idiot," Øystein snapped. "No one can sing like you do, and we'd rather have 


you fucking alive." 
"Now, you give a shit.. Now that | nearly died," | snapped through my tears. 


"Will you stop your whining, you fucking idiot? It's not any of our faults that you're absolutely fucking insane!" 
Bystein snarled. 


"Please, Pelle, we know what's best for you," Jan pleaded. "You need to get better." 
"But." | choked out. 


"But you're a fucking dumbass, and you'll try to jump out the window once we leave," Øystein growled. "I'm done 
with your bullshit, Ohlin. Until you can come back and not be totally batshit insane, you're out of the band. 


Weill play instrumentals from now on, you ass. Come on, guys, let's go.” 


They turned around and left, leaving me here.. | sure as hell wasn't going to spend time in a mental hospital, 
that was certain. | yanked the IV out of my arm and yanked the feeding tube out.. It hurt, but | wasn't going 
to be made fat again. Maybe if Manheim saw me now if | had been dressed up, he'd like me better... | could 
even wear the push-up bra I'd taken from Jørn's girlfriend. | could even stuff it with socks.. Maybe that would 
turn him on.. Maybe then, he'd want to hold me.. 


| crept out of the hospital, trying to sneak back out of town to the house as quickly as possible without the 


others seeing me. | had to see Manheim one last time.. 


Once | reached the house, wheezing, panting and sore, | climbed up into my room, quickly discarding the hospital 
gown and slipping on my nicest jeans, socks, and shoes. | slipped on my Bathory shirt and my jacket... | had no 


need for the bra, my clothes were so baggy on me. 
| tucked a comb into my pocket and put on a small amount of makeup on just to hide the bags under my eyes. 


| decided to walk to town; running would make me even more short of breath. | walked briskly into town, into 
the drugstore.. | knew | was going to Manheim's, but | had to know my weight.. 


1023. | had gained weight while in the hospital. | had to lose that weight again somehow.. 


| walked to Manheim's apartment building, stopping for a brief minute to comb my hair while looking in the 


window. | had to make sure to cover the small bald spots | had detected over the past couple weeks.. 


| strode into the building and got on the elevator up to his apartment. | did my best to look confident.. | wanted 
to look nice for Manheim. 


| got out and walked down the hallway to his apartment. | gently knocked on the door and waited. | stayed there 
in front of his door for well over an hour.. And then | saw him. He was walking down the hallway toward me, 


holding hands with a beautiful woman. The two didn't seem to notice me standing there.. 


Manheim pushed me out of the way, saying nothing, before kissing his girlfriend deeply. He unlocked his door 
and showed his girlfriend inside before slamming the door in my face. 


| gently tapped on the door, tears coming to my eyes yet again | just wanted a simple hello from him.. Maybe 
just a brief hug at the most. 


| heard sounds of lovemaking coming from his apartment.. The tears just flowed freely. | wished that | was 
that girl who was getting all of Manheim's love and affection.. 


| knew Manheim wanted nothing to do with me at this point... | couldn't really blame him. | should have known 
that we would have never worked out.. | shouldn't have been so clingy, so ugly, so terrible.. But all | wanted 


was love and kindness. 


| ran to the elevator, out of the building, down the sidewalk.. It was quite late at this time, and quite dark. | 
couldn't see a thing... | was blinded by my tears... | tripped on the edge of a sidewalk and fell into the road.. | 
heard a large truck rolling towards me, but all | could think of was Manheim.. | was too fat, too ugly, too.. Too 


insane... 
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